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Summary: After a devastating tragedy, Rose's teenage daughter Destiny 
learns a shocking family secret, one that sends her on a journey that 
leads her to her true father, Dimitri. 


1 . Tragedy 

The day my life changed forever started out as just an ordinary 
summer day. 

Its beginning was rather nice. It was sunny and hot, and when Dad 
suggested a trip to the beach, my little brother Dakota and I were 
all for it. "Yippee!" Dakota shouted with nine-year-old zeal. We 
hurried to get our swimsuits and change into them in the bathroom. 

I smiled as I examined myself in the mirror. I was wearing my new 
purple swimsuit and was very happy to see that it was a perfect fit. 

I brushed my dark brown hair until it shone. 

"Destiny! Are you gonna stay in there _forever?" _I heard Dakota 
whine from the other side of the door. 

"What if I _do?" _I retorted, taking one last look into the mirror to 
make sure everything looked perfect. I walked out of the bathroom, 
ignoring Dakota's glare. Little brothers could be such a pain 
sometimes ! 

While we were driving to the beach, I looked out the window at the 
passing scenery and sang along with the radio while daydreaming about 
Jason Copley. He was a grade ahead of me and had dark brown hair and 
the bluest eyes I'd ever seen. He played the trombone in the school 
band. I played the clarinet and always tried to stand as close to him 
as I could when we performed. 

I don't think he had any idea I existed. 

When we got to the long bridge we always had to go over to get to the 



beach, I stopped singing and forgot about Jason for a few minutes. 

I'd always had this awful nightmare that we'd be struck from behind 
and go over the guard rail. It had happened a couple of times, and 
the occupants of the car that had gone over the side had always 
drowned . 

As it turned out, the bridge should have been the least of my 
worries . 

At the beach, Dakota raced for the water with his raft while Dad sat 
up the umbrella. Mom got out her novel, and I walked along the shore 
looking for pretty seashells. 

"Don't go out too far!" Mom yelled at Dakota. 

"I won't!" he promised. 

The sun was high in the sky, and the waves were rough but didn't look 
all that threatening to me. I found a seashell that was shaped 
exactly like a heart and cried out with joy. 

"Look at me. Destiny!" shouted Dakota, and I looked out over the 
water to see his head bobbing up and down between the waves. 

"You'd better be careful!" I yelled back. Just then, the largest wave 
of all obliterated my view of him for a few seconds, and when it 
receded, I saw his empty raft bobbing on the water's surface. 

I ran toward my parents as fast as I could go. "Mom! Dad! Something's 
happened to Dakota!" But they were already swimming to the spot where 
his head had disappeared, and with a racing heart, I joined 
them . 

All I could think about was that I had to reach my brother before it 
was too late. I saw a speck of red and grabbed for it, and a moment 
later, I realized that it was Dakota's red swimming trunks. I saw 
that Mom had reached him at the same time I had, and together, we 
somehow managed to pull him back to shore. 

He was limp as a rag doll, and we were afraid he'd already drowned, 
but after Mom performed the Heimlich maneuver on him a few times, he 
vomited up a stream of water and then began to cough. Mom and I 
hugged him in relief, and then she frowned. "Where's your father?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The funeral was the saddest event I'd ever attended. All our 
relatives were there, milling around and crying, while I just felt 
numb all over. Dakota was inconsolable. After the life guards and 
personnel had done all they could, he'd wailed and 
screamed . <p> 

"It's my fault!" he'd sobbed. "Daddy's dead and it's all because of 
me!" They'd had to give him a sedative to calm him down. 

Dad's face was wan but serene, and not a single hair was out a place. 
He could have just as easily been taking an afternoon nap. 

"But I just don't understand how this could have happened," Grandma 
Joyce was saying to Mom. "My son was always such an excellent 



swimmer, ever since he was a little boy. You know how he won all 
those blue ribbons at swim meets." 


"They told me he must have gotten a cramp." Mom sighed. "That might 
explain it, but it sure doesn't make it any easier." 

"Where's my Dakota?" 

"Probably hiding somewhere. He didn't want to be here. He's having 
such a hard time dealing with this. He blames himself, you 
know . " 

"Poor thing." 

_"I'm _here. Grandma," I said, but she acted as if she hadn't heard 
me . 

After the funeral, everyone went back to our house. Most of them had 
brought food, but in spite of the array of delicious dishes, I wasn't 
very hungry. I took a drumstick and a serving of macaroni and cheese 
just to be polite and found a seat along the wall. 

Various conversations floated around the room, mostly about what a 
wonderful man Dad had been and what a shame it was he'd died in the 
prime of his life. I found one conversation intriguing, so I got up 
and sneaked behind the speakers so I couldn't be seen. 

"I was so happy for him when Dakota was born," said Aunt Marge. "At 
last he had a child of his own." 

"He always treated Destiny as if _she _was his own, " Aunt Phyllis 
replied . 

A cold wave of shock washed over me. 


2 . Searching For Answers 

What could I do? I asked myself. I couldn't confront my mother with 
it, not today, at least, when she was overcome with grief. Yet I 
couldn't stand not knowing the truth. If the man I'd called 'Dad' 
since before I could even remember wasn't really my father, then who 
was? Why had my mother never told me the truth? 

A dark thought came to me, one which I tried my best to squash but 
didn't succeed. What if I was the product of rape? The very thought 
made me shudder. If there was even the slightest chance my biological 
father was a violent criminal, would I even want to know? Yes, I told 
myself. No matter how unpleasant or even devastating the truth was, I 
still couldn't rest until I found it. 

Yet how could I find out without asking my mother? My chance came 
several days later. 

"Destiny, would you please keep an eye on Dakota for an hour or so?" 
Mom asked me. "I have to meet with the life insurance agent. He's 
playing his computer games right now, so that should keep him 
occupied for awhile. Just make sure he doesn't get into anything he 
shouldn't, OK?" 



"OK, Mom." I quickly peeped into Dakota's room to find him pushing 
buttons on a controller to blast droids, or whatever. I pushed the 
door shut before he could look up and see me and, on my way back to 
my room, glanced into Mom's room and saw that the metal box 
containing her legal papers, which she normally kept under the bed, 
was lying open on the bed. Unable to resist the temptation, I crept 
into the bedroom, sat on the bed beside the box, and then began to 
remove the papers from it, one by one. Most were boring legal papers, 
titles and deeds to this, that, and the other, but I did find mine 
and Dakota's birth cert if icates . Mom's husband was listed as the 
father on both. 

The next document I came to, however, was Mom's marriage license. 
Rather than March 19, 1989, the date it was signed was March 19, 

1990. Instead of being married eighteen months when I was born, 
they'd only been married six. 

I felt my stomach twist into knots as I spied one final paper at the 
bottom of the box. It was lined, so I knew it wasn't a legal form. My 
hands were shaking so much I nearly dropped it as I opened it to see 
neat handwriting in black ink. 

Dearest Roza, 

I know that we must soon say good-bye. Although we haven't known one 
another for very long, I've come to care for you very deeply and 
dread the hour we must part. I have no regrets about anything, and 
hope you don't, either. What we've had together has been so precious, 
so sweet, and I shall treasure it forever. Please know, darling, that 
even if I never see you again, you'll always be in my heart. 

All my love, 

Dimitri 

My heart was pounding so hard it felt as if it would burst from my 
chest as I hurried to stuff all the papers back into the box in the 
correct order. All except the letter. I was flooded with guilt as I 
dashed back to my bedroom, where I stuffed it into a dresser drawer 
underneath all my underwear. 

As I waited for Mom's return, my mind buzzed with questions. Who was 
Dimitri? Was he my true father? Why did he and Mom have to part? Had 
he been married to someone else at the time? Was I the product of an 
adulterous affair? 

The sound of the car door slamming brought me back to reality. A few 
seconds later. Mom entered the house, heaving a heavy sigh. "At least 
_that ' s _over. How's Dakota?" 

I stared at her for a moment. "Dakota?" 

"Yes, Destiny, your little brother. You promised me you'd watch him, 
remember? " 

"Oh, yeah. He's fine, I guess." 

"You _guess?" _She dashed to his room, flung the door open, glanced 
inside, and then closed it. She frowned at me. "What on earth is 
wrong with you. Destiny?" 



"Nothing . 


She frowned. I swallowed the lump in my throat. "Who was he. 
Mom? " 


"Who was whom?" 

"Dimitri . " 

She gasped and turned white as a sheet. I moved to catch her in case 
she fell. 


End 
f lie . 



